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	RWBY: Oreonna and the Legend of the Grimmwalker

**Before we begin, I have some things I need to say.**

**First of all, for those not in the know, Oreonna is an OC of my pal LongSean22's who he created and his fully his. She is the daughter of the greatest crackship of all time (Tukson and Neopolitan), and I love her. This story takes place after Team RWBY attended it, and due to certain events happening within Tukson's story, the attack on Vale never happened. Sean also created the Grimmwalker comic, so if you want to go and check that out, watch him on deviantART at (without the spaces):**

**longsean22 . deviantart . com**

**Thank you all so much for reading this! Be sure to leave a Favorite, Follow and Review if you like it, and also be sure to check out and support LongSean22! Enjoy!**

**Oh, and one last thing: This story probably won't be updated for a while. Not until I know a bit more about the history of the Grimmwalker and Oreonna herself. However, I hope you still enjoy what I do have here. :)**

XXXXXX

Nights at Beacon Academy never failed to impress anyone, especially those more fond of the night over day. The crickets chirped beautiful yet quiet choirs that would cause anyone to fall asleep with a pleasant smile on their face, and the shattered moon of Remnant reflected a calming glow upon the entirety of the academy, making people who basked in its light to feel at ease. The gentle breezed flowed around the tall, sturdy structures of the building, making a quiet howl that whistled gently upon peoples' ears. Truly nothing was like it.

However, there was one thing that made nights at Beacon so much better than all that. In a lower part of the academy, actually the largest indoor area, was the cafeteria where everyone went to take some time off from classes. However, due to there being no classes during the night, there was only one thing students could be doing.

"FRIDAY NIGHT FOODFIGHT!" a young faunus man with orange hair and hyena ears atop his head yelled out, his voice echoing throughout the entire room. He wore a simple blue and white striped pajama shirt with pajama pants to match it.

With this one call, he alerted the attention of every single student in the cafeteria. Most of them then wore determined smiled upon their faces, gathering as much food as they could and preparing for the greatest battle of their lives. The people took their formations into two teams; red team and blue team. The young man was quick to take leadership over the red team, seeing how he was the most excited person there.

However, all the commotion stopped for a moment. Both teams were all set and ready to go at each other; both had barricades made of tables and fairly matched armies, except for one tiny problem: blue team didn't have a leader to lead them. Everyone looked around the cafeteria, but no one seemed to want to take the responsibility of such a great honor.

"Oh, what's this?" he laughed "No one's here to lead blue team? Well then, I guess that means red team automatically wins the match!"

"Wait!" called out a female voice from the crowd. Everyone looked and saw as an extremely tall woman that seemed about the same age as the young man, with blonde hair tied into a very short ponytail and cow ears atop her head stepped out from the collection of students. She had a red bandanna with the bow in front tied around her head, and she surprising wore a very dainty nightgown to contrast her well-built muscles for her age.

"Well, well, well, if it isn't Maybelle Daffidys; leader of Team MOON and resident lesbian in Beacon," the young man grinned at the sight of the female faunus "I'm guessing you'll be our blue team leader for the evening?"

"Enough bullcrap, Oran" Maybelle calmly said, pointing a finger at him "And I think it would be in your best interest to shut-up before I tell the whole academy your super-secret crush. Y'know, the one you have for-"

"SH-SH-SHUSH!" Oran instinctively shouted at her, causing everyone to 'oooh' mischievously at Oran's sudden outburst of defense "Alright, I'll shut-up! Jeez... Now are you gonna fight me or just keep taunting me?!"

"You want to start?" Maybelle smiled "Well, your funeral..."

"OHHHHHHH!" the entire blue team cried out.

"Y-Yeah? Well..." Oran pondered for a moment "I'll tell the whole school your OWN crush!"

"Okay?" Maybelle confusingly responded "Wouldn't be much of a problem, since I pretty much love every single girl in this academy. Isn't that right, April?" she pulled a black-haired rabbit faunus from the blue team crowd and held her close with one arm. April then began blushing.

"Y-Yeah, that's right..." she nodded, stuttering only a little bit.

"You see?" Maybelle gently released April, much to the latter's disappointment.

"...damn, that was my only card left..." Oran muttered to himself.

"Oran, I'm bored! Can we start the fight now?" called up a rather child-like female voice. Oran looked down and saw a girl slightly older than him and much taller than him with short soot-black hair and a two pieced blue pajama set that had a midriff. She had a very pouty and rather upset look on her face that practically screamed disappointment.

"Yeah, we'll get it on in a second, Cadmin," Oran rolled his eyes "Okay... melon catapults at the ready..." he squinted his eyes a bit, preparing for the ultimate showdown "Aim... and... FIRE! FIRE EVERYTHING YOU GOT AT THEM!"

All at the same time, multiple watermelons were fired out from the behind the red team barricades. Some of them hit the blue team members, but out from nowhere Maybelle pulled out a giant squash that was about the size of her normal club and, with her semblance of small gravity manipulation, was able to easily spin it around and around and block some of the oncoming watermelons. She then threw her squash up into the air before catching it, more than likely only trying to look cool.

"Yeah, we're out of melons," Cadmin reported to Oran.

"Damn..." he sighed "Y'know what? Screw it! EVERYONE CHARGE!"

The entire red team all roared with excitement as they all began rushing towards the blue team with their food in-hand. Maybelle simply snapped her fingers and had the entire blue team charging at their opponents as well.

They all met in the center of the room and began shoving food in each-others' faces. Some students even had food that looked a lot like their normal weapons. But no two were more prepared like this than Maybelle and Oran, the former which had her squash club, and the latter whose weapons were his own cybernetic hands.

"It's just you and me, Maybelle..." Oran smiled, chuckling a bit "This time, you're going down!"

"We'll see about that, Bellows!" Maybelle said before swinging her squash in an upward motion. This would have hit Oran had he not punched the squash into dozens of tiny pieces, spraying what was once a fruit into mush on the floor. Maybelle immediately realized this and held her breath for a moment, locking her aura just in time before Oran punched her halfway across the cafeteria.

"Oh yeah! That's how it's done!" Oran let out a long laugh.

"Ugh... You forget, Oran..." Maybelle quickly got right back up "There's someone who hasn't shown their face yet..."

"What? Who-" Oran was about to complete his question before he finally realized it "...oh dear god, no..."

"That's right..." Maybelle smiled "Come forth, blue team's champion!"

From the darkness stirred a sound. Footsteps got closer and closer to the field of battle. No human heard it as they were too busy throwing and hitting food at each other, but certain faunus could hear the faint footsteps of someone important approaching. They stopped, and thus soon enough the humans stopped as well to look at what their animal-like friends were staring at.

Coming out of the shadows was a girl the same age as Maybelle and Oran, who wore a black, sleeveless pajama top with a picture of a grey cat on it, as well as long white pajama pants. She had black and white hair, each color on one half of her head, and it was tied into one long ponytail behind her. A long black cat tail swayed behind her, and two cat ears the same color as her hair, respectively, were atop her head, the black one chipped a tiny bit on the side. They twitched a bit as she got a good look at her surroundings with her piercing pink eyes. It wasn't long before a mischievous smile dawned her face.

"Ladies and gentlemen..." she chuckled, grabbing a long zucchini to use as a make-shift sword "Your champion... HAS ARRIVED!"

The crowd roared with excitement as they continued their food fight, the young girl joining them not a few moments later. She struck down anyone she came across with her zucchini sword, not sparing them for any reason. Maybelle watched the ordeal with a bit of pride in her heart.

"Simply incredible..." she sighed "My training's really been helping her."

"Yeah, well, maybe she's too good, y'know?" Oran began speaking to Maybelle not as mortal enemies, like previously, but as long-time friends "Soon enough, she'll start upstaging me! Ahahahahaha!"

"Sure, Oran," Maybelle rolled her eyes.

"Hey guys!" the young girl came up to the two faunus and greeted them "What's shaking?"

"I noticed you took down a few blue team members while fighting," Maybelle pointed out "Any reason for this?"

"Blue team, red team; doesn't really matter so long as this girl's having fun!" the girl grinned ecstatically "I AM called the champion for a reason you know. Anyways, I gotta get back into the game. Catch you dorks later!"

"Hey, wait up-" before Oran could finish his sentence, a tomato smacked him in the face. He immediately searched the area for whoever threw the fruit and charged right at them, leaving Maybelle all alone for the time being. She couldn't really fight back, due to there not being very many giant squashes just lying around, but she decided she wanted to try her hand at a throw.

"Maybe once wouldn't hurt," Maybelle grabbed a random vegetable off the ground and threw it in a random location. Maybelle expected to hit at least someone, but what she wasn't expecting was to hit the black and white haired girl smack dab on the head. The girl immediately stopped what she was doing and turned to look at Maybelle, a sadistic smile strewn across her face.

"N-No, wait, it was an accident!" Maybelle panicked

But it was too late. The girl swung her body and around and began charging right at Maybelle, her arms swinging wildly and frantically. She was about land a hit on Maybelle when all of a sudden a loud "BANG" noise was heard from the entrance of the cafeteria, echoing throughout the entire room and causing the girl to lose her balance and miss Maybelle completely.

Standing at the entrance to the hall was a rather aged woman with faded blonde hair tied into a bun behind her head, with a curl down the side of her face. She wore oval glasses on her face and a white, long sleeved blouse that revealed a bit of her chest. Around her waist was a black buttoned corset connected to a short, black, straight skirt, underneath of which were translucent stockings and tight, knee-high boots. On her back was a black cape with a purple inside, which spread out into several arrow-shaped protrusions. She held a wand-like weapon with leather at the end that made it look more like a torture weapon, and an extremely upset look upon her face.

"What is the meaning of this?!" the woman, though a bit old, spoke sternly and clearly "How many times do I have to tell you first-years not to have these rambunctious events in the academy? There is a high probability of you damaging important school-related objects if you're not careful!"

"At ease, Glynda," a man stepped out from behind her. She immediately stopped.

This man had a simple look to him, what with most of his choice of clothing being a dark green color. He wore a formal jacket, a vest underneath with golden buttons keeping it together, and long pants. He also wore black shoes, a lighter green scarf around his neck and small, round glasses over his eyes. He had slightly messy light grey hair, though this was not a sign of age but rather his natural color of hair. In his left hand was a white mug with two crossed axes on it, which was Beacon's symbol. In his right hand was his walking cane, which was also his weapon.

"Remember, they are but children, and they should be given time to enjoy themselves before they're thrust into the real world," he took a sip of his coffee "You're only a child once, so I believe it's important to take in every minute of it."

"With all due respect, Professor Ozpin, I think some form of punishment should at the very least be put upon those who began this ordeal," Glynda suggested "This is the fifth time this year, and we're only half-way through it!"

"...indeed," Ozpin agreed, looking among the crowd of people "You know who you are. Please step forward, if you will?"

The three teenagers were wise never to disobey Professor Ozpin, the headmaster of Beacon academy. He was always kind and friendly to anyone he came across who didn't upset him, and he had a great deal of patience with anyone. It was these two things alone that made him terrifying to people who didn't fully know him, as they never knew what sort of thing he may be planning behind that friendly 'façade' of his.

"Maybelle Daffidys, Oran Bellows and... apologies, you name seems to have slipped my mind again," Ozpin apologized to the young cat faunus.

"Oreonna, sir," the girl politely reminded him "Oreonna Delsole."

"Ah, yes, the daughter of the bookstore owner and the reformed criminal," Opzin took another sip of his coffee "Now I recall. You're quite the little miracle, aren't you, Ms. Delsole? Anyway, I'm sure you three are aware of what you have done this night?"

All three nodded.

"Good," Opzin said "Now, usually I allow you to get away with things like this, but my colleague here, Professor Goodwitch, brings up a good point. However, I will try and keep your punishment to a minimum. Starting tomorrow afternoon, after classes of course, you will be assigned to library cleaning duty for the week. Do I make myself clear?"

All three nodded once again, relieved nothing too bad happened to them.

"Very good," Ozpin simply said "Everyone else in the cafeteria is dismissed; you are to report to your rooms once again. Our cleaning staff will clear away this mess. However, should this ever happen again, everyone I find in this room will be punished much more... severely."

Everyone felt a chill down their spines before they all rushed out of the cafeteria and straight back to their dorms. The two professors left the room as well, albeit much more calmly, leaving only Maybelle, Oran and Oreonna left. They all let out one big consecutive sigh before quietly heading back to their own dorms.

"...Nichol's gonna be pissed," Oran brought up "We all know that, right?"

"Yep."

"Pretty much."

"God, I hate some of my ideas..." Oran slapped his face with his metal palm.
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"You're all idiots," a girl the same age as the other three growled a bit as soon as they entered their dorm "I heard about your punishment. What would drive you three animals to even do something as completely idiotic as that?"

The girl scolding them was a near stone-faced individual with a simple grey nightgown over her body and long, unbraided grey hair down the side of her face in contrast to the short hair on the back of her head. She had bright orange eyes which showed her full frustration towards her three teammates.

"Nichol, relax," Oran assured the young woman "We're just doing some library stuff for a week. It could have been WAY worse!"

"Totally worth it," Oreonna snickered.

"You three are insufferable!" Nichol did a double face-palm before walking over to her bed and carefully lying down on the mattress "Go to sleep, faunus. Don't bother me."

"Well, I did warn she was gonna be pissed..." Oran quietly brought up.

"Nichol, is there no way we could maybe, y'know... talk this out?" Oreonna suggested.

"No, Oreonna," Nichol stated, plain and simple "Remember the last time you did something like this? I specifically warned you not to do that again because you'd get into trouble. And what's the next thing you do? You do it again and you get into trouble! For all those claims of good hearing I keep hearing from you faunus, you're not doing a very good job."

"Oh for god's..." Oreonna groaned "You're supposed to be the mature one, Nichol! Quit acting like a big baby and let's talk it out."

"I've already given you my answer," Nichol stubbornly shuffled herself in her bed.

"I'm not sure about you guys, but I don't think Nichol wants to talk right now," Maybelle pointed out.

"Thanks, Einstein," Oran rolled his eyes.

"Just give her time," Oreonna assured "In the meantime, it IS getting pretty late, and we have a big day tomorrow. We should get some rest as well."

"Don't have to tell me twice!" Oran jumped right into his bed and snuggled up in the sheets. Oreonna and Maybelle looked at each other before shrugging and heading off to their own beds. Once Oreonna was all snug in her bed, she was about to turn out the light when she remembered to tell her team something.

"Hey, guys?"

"Yeah?" Oran was the only one who responded, but she knew the others were listening too.

"If you're still concerned about tomorrow, we can always just sit down and read a book or something if we get bored," Oreonna suggested "There shouldn't be THAT much work to be done in the library anyway."

"Uh, no, I think I'll pass," Oran spoke with distaste in his voice "Books and me don't really... y'know..."

"If we have time, I'm sure we can slip in a few chapters," Maybelle brought up.

"...not my problem," Nichol muttered.

Oreonna just smiled at her grey-haired friend's response before finally flicking out the lights and trying to go to sleep. As the peacefulness of Beacon's night washed over Oreonna; the choir of crickets, the soft light of the moon, and the gentle breeze through the structure, she couldn't help but feel something important would happen tomorrow.

And with that, she closed her eyes and allowed herself to sleep.
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The next day was just how Oreonna imagined it to be; very busy.

On top of going to class, she, Maybelle and Oran all had to deal with their punishment after their main classes. For all their sakes, they arrived in the large, hallway-like library of Beacon just in time for their jobs, looking around for the librarian who worked there in order to get to work immediately. She wasn't where she was usually supposed to be, making their job all the more difficult.

All three of them had gotten into their normal attire. Oreonna wore a long grey robe that hung on her body with two straps over her shoulders that revealed the tops of her arms, with a white stripe down the middle and a split that curved the robe outward to the sides. The robe's sleeves went up to her elbows, and she wore elbow-long white gloves to compensate for the shortness. Her legs dawned lace leggings and she wore black boots on her feet. On her hair was a golden music note hairpin she received from her mother, and around her neck was a golden necklace she got from her father.

Oran wore a jacket with fuzzy orange neck fluff and a hole that revealed the upper half of his chest, as well as ripped sleeves on either side of the jacket. Underneath this was a black short-sleeved shirt, and below it was a stylized belt with a red button on it that literally did nothing. He wore black shorts with his orange emblem on them, a fist surrounded by a spiral, and he wore black and orange spiked soccer shoes and black knee pads. His hands were still synthetic and cybernetic, but he had now placed a fuzzy strap just where each hand connected to his body for the extra flare he enjoyed.

Maybelle wore something more akin to actual armor than casual clothing. She wore a silver chest plate and back plate connected on the sides by sturdy red string. On her right shoulder was a plate that was kept on with a black strap that went under her left arm, in which the former's job, in coordination with a yellow strap over her left shoulder, kept the other plates on her body without fear of them falling off. All three pieces of armor had a yellow lining around the edges of them, and the chest plate revealed more of her chest than others would have been comfortable with. Her combat skirt was made entirely of silver metal pieces for maximum flexibility, and a grey flag over the front of the skirt with yellow linings around the edge as well had her sign on it, which was a downwards-facing crescent moon with a cowbell under it. She wore brown, knee-high boots and grey elbow-length gloves on her hands. She continued to wear her favorite red bandanna around her head.

"Oran, if it's not too much trouble, could you go and look for the librarian in section B-892-Fiction-B2?" Oreonna asked her hyena friend "I have a feeling she might be there."

"Uh... sorry?"

"...Oran, have you ever stepped foot in this room before?"

"Yes I have!" Oran defended himself, appalled at Oreonna's question.

"Oh yeah?" Oreonna smiled a bit, raising an eyebrow "When was the first time you ever came to this library, hmm?"

"Uh... a few seconds ago..." Oran sighed "Like I said: books and I don't really... y'know..."

"Right, right..." Oreonna rolled her eyes before looking at Maybelle with a trustful expression on her face "Maybelle, if it's not too much trouble, could you go and lead him to section B-892-Fiction-B2 for me? Believe me; I think he needs to familiarize himself with the layout of the library."

"Sure thing," Maybelle nodded before taking Oran's hand and leading him to his destination. Oreonna smiled as Oran struggled to break free from the strong grasp of his friend, but soon went back to finding the librarian on her own.

She began her search through the different aisles of the library, taking a peek down each one before moving onto the next one. Her search began to feel fruitless until she remembered the entire other set of bookshelf rows behind the first one. Mentally slapping herself on the head, she made her way towards the other side through one of the fiction sections of the library. Just before she exited the aisle, a loose book snagged her shoulder and caused her to trip over and fall. The book soon fell down on her legs and opened up to a random page.

"Ow!" she angrily spoke to the book, fully knowing it wasn't able to hear her "Stupid book! How would you like it if-"

She took a good look at the book that snagged her, the pages old and a bit dusty, but still readable. It was a decently thick book as well, easily half the size of her hand. She sat herself up and lifted the book off her legs, closing it and blowing some of the dust off the surface of it. She then read the title.

"Legend of the Grimmwalker?" she questioned.

She looked around her and made sure the librarian wasn't watching her slack off before she smiled and opened the book to the first page, where the story began. The very first page of the book showed a faded picture of what appeared to be a young woman standing next to a Beowolf Grimm. Now, Oreonna loved to have fun and mess with others for sure, but she could never pass up a good book, especially one that particularly peaked her interests. Taking another look around the room, she began reading.

"_The Legend of the Grimmwalker; author unknown_" she read aloud, but as quietly as she could "_From the shadows of despair was a woman neither human nor faunus. She had a peculiar yet harmful and dangerous ability; to control the creatures of Grimm for her own personal bidding. With this power, she waged war across the continents of Remnant and laid waste to all that stood in her way. She was power-mad, and not even the greatest of hunters could stop her. But it is said her greatest weakness was her own ability. A hero stepped forward and shattered her mind with his own ability, causing the Grimm to turn against her and at last stop her reign of terror. But whispers claim her to still be alive to this day..._"

"So the legend goes..." a familiar voice behind her spoke up.

Oreonna gasped and quickly turned around, now looking up at a rather large, old man with a burgundy vest that had six gold buttons keeping it together, and a golden lining around the sides of the vest. He wore black pants that were tucked into his olive military boots, and he had a magnificent light grey mustache that matched the color of his very proper and gentlemanly hairstyle. He also appeared to have his eyes closed at all times, but students in Beacon aren't really sure about that aspect of him. Despite his very old age, he still seemed very enthusiastic and jolly.

"P-Professor Port!" Oreonna gasped, immediately standing back up "What are you doing here?"

"Me? I'm substitute librarian of course!" he chuckled, his belly bouncing a bit "I saw your little friends roaming around here, and as per Ozpin's request, I put them to work. I just was looking for you actually, but it seems you've got your nose in your own thing."

"O-Oh, what, this?" Oreonna stuttered a bit "Sorry, sir. I'll, uh..."

"Hahaha! At ease, Ms. Delsole," Port laughed again "I can't count the times I've been caught reading a good book when I was supposed to be working. But that book you have there... Why, I'm not sure if anyone's read it in a decade or so!"

"Wait, for real?" Oreonna questioned.

"I suppose no one really found too much interest in it this generation," Port shrugged "But the story stays the same through time. A young woman waged war upon Remnant and a hero stopped her. The book, I believe, only talks about the philosophies and theories on what could have happened or what MAY have happened. What you just read was the entire story. In fact, I-"

"Yes, thank you, professor," Oreonna sighed "You, uh... have a tendency of..."

"Droning on?" Port's mustache twitched a bit as one of his eyebrows rose up "So I'm told by a few of my students... But yes, that's the entire story."

"...that's really it?" Oreonna wasn't quite convinced.

"Well... if you wanted my personal word..." Port shifted a bit "The story does seem to be incomplete, in the sense it leaves a lot of details out. For instance, it leaves out a lot of how the girl became like that in the first place, completely demonizing her. Another is the answer if the hero truly was a hero or just a brat who did what he believed was the right thing to do without a second thought."

"So, what do you think the story is actually?" Oreonna asked him.

"Personally, I think it's, for lack of a better term, complete baloney," Port shrugged "However, some of those theories may interest you. It's a good read for when you get back to your dorm... after you've helped around the library of course."

"Oh... yeah..." Oreonna looked down in a bit of shame "So, what do you want me to do?"

"Same thing your friends are doing," Port advised her "Seek them out and receive your duties. As for me, I must attend back to 'the front desk'! People require my assistance with their book sign ins and outs. Good day, Ms. Delsole."

"Yeah, see ya!" Oreonna nodded before Professor Port walked away back to the library's check-out desk.

She sighed once he was out of sight, looking back at the book still in her hands. The musty brown coloration of it would be enough to keep most people away from it, as if the book didn't want anyone reading it. She shrugged as she headed toward where she believed her friends to be, the book still in her gasp. She wanted to know more about the story; she needed to know more, like an itch that wouldn't be mended until she was satisfied.

"There's only one person I know who could probably tell me more about the story," Oreonna spoke to herself "It's a weekend, so maybe Ozpin will allow me to go home and talk with my dad for a bit?"


End file.
